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The Trageclie of Hamlet 

You Kiuft not put another fcandell on him, 

That he is open to incontinencie. 

That’s not my meaning, but breath his faultsfo qucntly 
That they may feeme the taints of libcrtic, 

Thefiafh and out-breake of a fierie mind, 

A fauagenes in vnrcclamed blood, 

.Of generall affaulf. 

Rey. But my good Lord. 

To/. Wherefore (honld you doe this > 

Rey. T my Lord, I would know that. 

To/ Marry fir, beer’s my drift, 

And I belieue it is a fetch ofwit, 

You laying thefe flight Tallies on my fonne 
As t’were a thing a little foyld with working, 

JVlarke you, your partie in conuerfe, him you would 
Hauing euer fecnein thc prenominat crimes 
The youth you brealh ofguiltie, be allur’d 
He doles with you in this confcquence. 

Good fir, (or fo.) or friend, or gentleman, 

According to thephrafe, or the addition 
Of man and country. 

Rey . Very good my Lord, 

To/. And then fir doos a this, a doos. 

By the malle 1 was about to 
Where did lleaue? 

%ey. Atclofesintheconfequence. 

Tot. Atclofesintheconfequence, I marry. 

He clofes thus, 1 know the gentleman, 

I faw him y efterday, or th’other day, 

Or then, or then, with fuch or fuch, and asyou fay, 
There was a gaming there, or tookc in’s rowfir, 

There falling out at T ennis, or perchance 
1 law him enter fuch a houfe of fale, 

Videlizet, a brothell, orfo foorth, fee you now, 

Your bait of falfhood take this carpc of truth, 

And thus doe we of wifedome, and of reach* 

With windlefies,and with aflaiesof bias. 

By indirc&ions find dire&ions our, 

So. by my former le&urcand aduife 


Prince of Denmark 

Shall you my fonne •, y ou haue me, haue you not ? 

Rey. My Lord, I haue. 

Tot. Obci buy ye, far ye well, 

Rey. Good iny Lord. 

Rot. Obferuc his inclination in your felfe. 

2 ley. I (hall my Lord. 

To/ Andicthimplyhismufique. 

Rey. Well my Lord. Exit Rey, 

Enter Ophelia. 

Tol. Farewell. How now Ophelia, whats the matter ? 

Opb. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue bccne fo affrighted, 

To/. With what i’th name of God ? 

Ophe. My Lord, as I wasfowingin my cloflet, 

Lotd Hamlet with his doublet all vnbrac’d, 

No hat vpon His head, his llockins fouled, 

Vngartrcd, and do wne gyued to his ancle. 

Pale as his fhirt, his knees knocking each other. 

And with a looke fo pittious in purport 
As if he had been loofed out of hell 
To fpeake of horrors, he comes before me. 

Pol. Mad for thy loue ? 

Oph. My lord I doe not know. 

But truly I doe fearc it. 

To/. Whatfaid he? 

Oph. He tooke me by the wrift, and held me hard, 
Then goes he to the length of all his arme. 

And with his other hand thus ore his brow. 

He falls tofuch perufall of my face 
As a would draw it, long ft ay d he lb, 

At laft,a little (baking of mine arme, 

And thricefiis head thus wauing vp and downe, 

He raifd a figh fo pittious and profound 
As it did feeme to (hatter all his bulke, 

And end his becing 5 that done, he lets me goe. 

And with his head ouerhis (houlder turn’d 
Hee feem’d to find his way without his eyes. 

For out adoores he went without theyr helps, 

And to the laft bended their light on me. 


